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If yet the heart she wounded sore
Could yearn to her, and let her see The homage that was evermore Disloyalty;
If sign would yield that it had bled, Or rallied from the faithless blow, Or sick or sullen stooped to wed, She craved to know.
Now dreamy deep, now sweetly keen,
Her asking eyes would round him shine j But guarded lips and settled mien Refused the sign.
And unbeguiled and imbetrayed,
The wonder yet within his breast, It seemed a watchful part he played Against her quest.
Until with accent of regret
She touched upon the past once more, As if she dared him to forget His dream of yore.,
And words of little weight let fall The fancy of the lower mind; How waxmg life must needs leave all Its best behind;